i   :                              40    CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN
Surrender brought relief, but my life seemed at an end.. I looked upon a blank space of years desolate as a grey and sailless sea. "What shall I do?" I asked myself, and my heart was weary and hopeless. Literature ? my heart did not answer the question at once. I was too broken and overcome by the shock tff failure; failure precise and stern, admitting of no equivocation, I strove to read: but it was impos-
i                                   sible to sit at home almost within earshot of the
I    ;                               studio, and with all the memories of defeat still ring-
1"                                   ing their knells in my heart.    Marshall's success
J    '                               clamoured loudly from without; every day, almost
f                                   every hour of the day, I heard of the medals which he
f                                   would carry off; of what Lefevre thought of his
1                                   drawing this week, of Boulanger's opinion of hia
!                                   talent    I do not wish to excuse my conduct, but I
<                                   cannot help saying that Marshall showed me neither
\                                   consideration nor pity; he did not even seem to un-
S     ,                              derstand that I was suffering, that my nerves had
I    ,',                              been terribly shaken, and he flaunted his superiority
I                                   relentlessly in my face—his good looks, his talents,
I                                    his popularity.   I did not know then how little these
studio successes really meant.
\
j     ;                                     Vanity ? no, it was not his vanity that maddened
|,                                 * me; to me vanity is rarely displeasing, sometimes it
'                                    is singularly attractive; but by a certain insistence
|                                   and aggressiveness in the details of life he allowed
?                                    me to feel that I was only a means for the moment, a
I *                                  serviceable thing enough, but one that would be very
soon discarded and passed over.    This was intoler-
/                                  able.   I broke up my establishment.   By so doing Iversatility in using
